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Sweet As Sugar 


"What do you mean, there's been a fuck up in the bookings?" 
Leaning against the door frame, Wiley stared at the dishevelled looking man on the other side. 
Taylor looked.. stressed. His eyes were wide and his jaw was set. His silver suitcase sat beside him. 


"| don't have a room," the drummer said. "And the hotel's full ‘cause of the festival tomorrow. Let me stay 


with you." 

"You can, but-" Wiley smirked and stepped to one side, giving Taylor a view of the room. 
The drummer groaned when he spied the single queen sized bed. "You're fuckin’ jokin'?" 
"Nope" 


"And there's no couch?" 


Wiley's smirk grew wider. "Nope." 
"Which means-" 


"You're sharing with me. Or sleeping in the corridor." He moved to close the door in Taylor's face. "Sweet 


dreams, Taylor." 


A foot against the frame prevented him from shutting the door and Wiley looked up in to Taylor's hardened 
eyes. "What?" 


‘Let me in, Wiley.” 

Wiley couldn't help himself and the smirk returned to his lips. "Gonna stay on your own side of the bed?" 

"Ill stay out of your face if you let me in" 

Stepping back, he opened the door and let Taylor wheel his suitcase in. The drummer looked road-tired, his skin 
sallow and tired. His hair was a mess and his shoulders were slumped. He definitely wasn't the same man who'd 
started the tour in the early summer. 

"Could rub that out for you, if you like," Wiley said. 

Taylor swung around, his face set in a hard stare. "Sorry?" 

"Can rub out the aches in your shoulders." Wiley finished with a grin. "You look sore." 

The drummer just huffed and dumped his suitcase beside the room's desk. The chair looked as uncomfortable 
as Taylor felt but it didn't stop the blonde man from dropping in to it. He rested his elbows on the desk and let 
out a deep, shuddering sigh. 

The room was like every other room that they'd seen over the course of the summer. Bland and beige with a 
hint of colour on the walls in the form of some abstract artwork. The bed was covered with fresh, crisp 
sheets and mints on the pillows. t was comfortable and homely but nothing to really write home about. 

Sitting on the edge of the pristine bed, Wiley stared at Taylor's back. Over the weeks, he'd watched Taylor fade 
from happy-go-lucky and hyperactive to sullen and withdrawn. While it may have been the road taking its toll 
on Taylor, Wiley was sure that there were other forces at play. 

"Ready to go to bed?" He glanced at the clock beside the bed. 23.23. 


Across the room from him, Taylor took a deep breath and slowly nodded. "Suppose so." 


He watched as the older man stood and, almost without thought for who else was in the room, stripped down 


to his shorts. He left his clothes in a pile beside the chair, took one step to the bed, and fell face down in to 
the pillows. Raising an eyebrow, Wiley stood and followed suit, folding his clothes and placing them on top of his 


suitcase. 


Lying beside Taylor, he gently ran his hand down the other man's back. He half expected Taylor to flinch away 
or give him some kind of sarcastic comment. Instead, he purred and buried his face deeper into the pillows as 


the younger man's hand danced along his spine. 


Taylor had been through a lot. The previous year's tour had taken it out of him and now he was easing some 
of his stress by taking his cover's band on the road. Only to end up even more stressed than when he'd 


started. 


His fingers swept over Taylor's slender back, taking in his silky skin and tight muscles. Taylor raised his hips as 


Wiley's hand crept along the dip in his back, a move that didn't surprise Wiley in the slightest. 
"Need some stress relief?" he murmured. 


He got a muffled reply from the drummer. Sweeping the waves of corkscrew hair from his eyes, Wiley looked 


at Taylor. 
"Sure?" he asked. 


Taylor gave him something resembling a nod. He swept his hand down Taylor's back and to the gentle swell of 
his ass. He'd never wanted to be with Taylor in such a way. Had never dreamed about fucking him or sucking 
his dick Theirs was a brotherly love, one born through music and travel. Taylor was the person who was 
beside him through those dark hours of hopping from show to show. Never once had they spoken about having 


feelings for one another. 


Yet there was something about the drummer that drew him in. He felt this need to touch him and make him 


feel good, knowing that Taylor would do exactly the same in return. 


Hooking his fingers in to the waistband of Taylor's shorts, Wiley slowly eased them down to reveal his friend's 
beautifully tanned globes. Settling the tight white fabric on the other man's thighs, he returned his hand to his 
gentle stroking and touching. Taylor's ass was velvety soft to the touch. Slowly he ran a finger along the cleft, 


noting how Taylor shivered when his finger swept over the other man's tight entrance. 
"You like that?" he quietly asked. 


Taylor gave him another half hearted nod, his face still buried in the pillows. Smiling to himself, Wiley continued 
to do what he was doing. His calloused finger pressed against Taylor, gently rubbing and encouraging him to do 
what he needed to. Sitting back on his heels, he watched as Taylor rolled his hips, pressing them close against 

the bed before pulling them back up again. Wiley reached to the head of the bed and grabbed a pillow. He 


stuffed it beneath Taylor's hips and the older man gave a guttural groan as he drove himself against it. 


"Feel good?" 


Taylor grunted and continued with what he was doing, his movements becoming faster as Wiley pressed his 
finger into the drummer. 


"Fuck," Taylor hissed. "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Keep fuckin’ doing that. Feels so fuckin’ good." 


Wiley's smile widened and he resisted the urge to push his own shorts down and mount the older man. Just 
watching him in the throes of passion and rubbing himself against a pillow was enough to push him to the edge 
of his own orgasm. Taylor appeared to have a fluid sexuality to him, one that allowed him to get his kicks 
either with men or women. And Wiley wasn't going to deny him. He'd always wondered about Taylor, pondered 
deep in to the night who the other man preferred, and wondered if, one night, it would be him that Taylor 
would take to his bed. 


Bending his head, he pressed a kiss to Taylor's dipped back "Keep doing that," he murmured. "You look hotter 
than hell." 


He thrust his finger deeper in to the older man and pressed it against his prostate. The older man howled and 
pushed his ass against Wiley's hand before thrusting back against the pillow. In that brief moment, Wiley had 
caught a glimpse of Taylor's hard, long cock. Pre-come had been glistening on the head and his dick had been 
ringed with thick veins. He wondered what it would be like to have the drummer on top of him and roughly 
fucking them to both to mind-blowing orgasms. 


Again, his cock twitched at the thought and he let out a growl. As Taylor lifted his hips once more, Wiley slid a 
hand beneath him and wrapped his fingers around his friend's cock. The drummer shivered and moaned. Wiley 
smiled at his friend, enjoying watching him lose what little inhibitions that he had. Taylor was notoriously easy 
going. He forever seemed to be in a state of near undress and the one last barrier had been some kind of 
sexual contact. And now Wiley was getting everything that he'd ever dreamed of. 


"Come on," he said softly. "Come for me. Let all that stress out ‘cause there's no use bottling it up." 


He watched as tension rippled along Taylor's back. His perfect ass cheeks squeezed around Wiley's finger and 
Taylor pressed against the pillow one last time. A long, low roar tore passed his lips and Wiley felt the older 
man shudder as his orgasm washed over him. He continued to slowly move his finger in and out, giving Taylor 


time to ride the waves of pleasure that were crashing over his body. 
"Better?" he asked quietly. 


Taylor nodded and mumbled something in to the pillows. Pulling his hands away from Taylor, Wiley pushed his 
shorts down and pressed his aching erection between his friend's supple globes. Beneath him, Taylor whined and 
squeezed himself around Wiley's cock. With his hands resting in Taylor's back, Wiley slowly began to rock. The 
head of his cock peaked above his friend's ass before gliding back between the warm, supple flesh. Feeling 


Taylor move around him was divine and he moaned softly as his own orgasm began to build. Pre-come trickled 
from the head of his cock, making his movements silky and easy. He could see it glistening against Taylor's 
flesh and daydreamed about one day sliding in to, and fucking, his boss. 


His fingernails left red marks along Taylor's back and, with a cry of the older man's name, Wiley let his orgasm 
take over. His body shook and strings of come splattered against Taylor's back. He continued to move, rocking 
himself between his friend's supple cheeks as he shuddered and moaned. 


Wiley slid to the bed as he slowly came down back to Earth. With a soft smile on his lips, he curled himself 
around Taylor. Large, hazel eyes peered at him through strings of blonde hair and Wiley's smile widened. 
Reaching out, he gently brushed the hair from Taylor's face. The older man's eyes slowly blinked as though 
taking in Wiley for the very first time. Wiley shuffled closer and pressed the gentlest of kisses to his friend's 
forehead. 

"Thanks for that," he whispered. "How you feel better." 

There was a pause before Taylor replied, "You're fuckin’ beautiful." 


Wiley's smile was as wide as the ocean and he could feel a blush tickling his cheeks. "Thanks." 


Silence fell over them, interrupted only by the sound of the traffic out on the street. The bedside lamp gave 
over the quietest of hums. 


| was wonderin'," Taylor began, "if we could, you know, well” He paused and shrugged. "Do that again some 


time?" 

Wiley felt his heart leap and he wrapped an arm around Taylor's shoulders. He carefully considered his words 
before he replied "Of course we can. I'd love to. | mean" He took a deep breath and tried to compose himself. 
"Wow, Taylor. | never thought you'd ask something like that. That's amazing, thank you." 


Taylor frowned. "Why's it amazing?" 


"Because." Wiley leaned in and gave the drummer a gentle kiss. "I think you're the most beautiful human being 
on the face of the planet and I'd love nothing more than to have fun times with you. Thank you." 


